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COOPER: {Trying to push past her} Oh, shut your mug,
BESSIE: You're not going out of this room till you give that
back.

COOPER: What's it got to do with you, anyway?
BESSIE: He may be a silly old fathead, but he means well,
and I'm not going to stand by and see you sneak his bits
and pieces.

COOPER: I tell you I've got to *ave a drink.
BESSIE: What you do outsiders got nothing to do with me.

But not here you don't do anything.
COOPER: If you don't get out of my way I'll give you such a

swipe over the jaw.

BESSIE: [Peering right into his face.} You dare to hit me. You
filthy little sneak-thief. You snivelling little mongrel cur.
You dirty son of a . . . \With a quick movement she fries to
snatch the snuff-box out of bis pocket.}
COOPER: No, you don't.
BESSIE: Damn you.

{There is a short struggle in the middle of which SHEPPEY
comes in.
SHEPPEY: Hulloa, what's this?

{They separate.   They are both a trifle out of breath
BESSIE: He's got that snuff-bos of yours*
SHEPPEY: What about it?
BESSIE: He was just going out to pawn it.
SHEPPEY: What d'you want to do that for, Jim?
COOPER: It's a bleeding He.
SHEPPEY: It ain't in its usual place.

COOPER: If anyone took it she did.  You know what them
women are. Just trying to put the blame on me.

BESSIE: You look in his hip-pocket.
SHEPPEY: Empty out your pockets, old man*